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To His EXCELLENCY - || 


John Lord Carteret, Oc. 
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cCredis ob boc, me, Paſtor, opes for taſſe rogare, 
Propter quod, vulgus, eraſſaq; turba rogat : 
Mart. Epig. lib.“ 
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HOU wiſe and learned Ruler ef our Ile, 
Whoſe Guardian Care can all her Griefs beg uit 

When next your generous Soul ſhall condeſcend, 
IT Inſtruct, or entertain your humble Friend, 
Whether retiring'fcom your weighty Charge, 
On ſome high Theme you learnedly enlarge 
Of all the Ways of Wiſdom reaſon well, 
How Richleu reſe, and how S#ejanu fell: 
Or when your Brow leſs thoughtfully unbends, 
Circled with Swift, and ſome delighted Friends; 
When mixing Mirth and Wiſdom with your Wine, 
Like that your Wit ſhall low, your Genins ſhine, 
Nor with leſs Praiſe the Converſation guide, 
Than in the publick Councils you decide : 
Or when the Dean, long privilee d tc rail; 


Aſſer ts his Friend with em re imp*thgus Zeal 

Lou hear, (Wnilfr fit | aba d id mute) 

3 With ſoft Conceſſions inhortning the Diſpute; 

Then cloſe with kind Enquires of my State, 
© How are your Tythes, and have they roſe of late ? 
Why Chriſt-Church is a pretty Situation, 
There are not many bet ter in the Nation! Thin 
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JOHNLoIad CARTERET, Vc. 53 
© This, with your other Th/ygs, muſt yield you clear 4 
some ſix at leaſt five hundred Pounds a Year. 
Supoſe at ſuch a Time, I took the Freedom. 
To ſpeak theſe Truths, as plainly as you read 'em, 
| (Yon ſhall rejoin, my Lord, when I've repliedy 
And. if you pleaſe. my Lady ſhall decide.) 
My Lord. Im fatisfied you meant me well. 
And that I'm thankful. ali the World can tell, 
But youll forgive me, if I own th Event 
Is ſhort, is very ſhort of your Intent; 
Ar leaſt I feel ſome Hs, unfelr before, 
My Income leſs and my Expences more. 
How Doctor! double Vicar ! double Rector! . 
„A Dignity !-with a City Lectur 
What Glebs—what Dues— what 1ythes 
| what Fines what Rent! 
Why Doftor—will you never be content 2 
ilk Would my good Lord but caſt up the Account, 
And ſee te what my Revenues amount, 
My Titics ample! but my Gains ſo (mall. 
That one good Vicarage is worth em ail 
And very wretched, ſure, is he. that's double, 
In nothing, but his Titles, and his Trouble. 
Add to this crying Grievance if you pleaſe, 
My Horſes founder d on F-rmanagh Ways; 
Ways of well-polliſh'd. and well-pointed S tone; 
Where every Step endangers every Bone ; 
And more to raiſe your Pity. and your Wonder, 
Two Churches—-twelve Hibernian Miles aſunder! 
With complicated Cur-s I labour hard in 
Befides whole Summers abſent from my Garden! 
But that the World would think plar the Hol, 
I'd Change with Charly Gratzan Tor his School! 
What fine Caſcades, What Viitos might 1 make, 
Fixt in Center of th' IJernian Lake! 
There might I ſail delighted, ſmooth, and ſaſe. 
Beneath the Condutt of my good * Sir RALPH: 
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* Sir Ralph Gore, who bas a Villa in the Lake of Erin. 
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| An K P IST L 4 bis Excellency 
There's Hot a better Steerer in the Realm 1 
I hope, my Lord q ou call him to the Helm-— 
Doftor—— glorious Scheme to eaſe your Grief ! 
When Cures are croſs, a School's a ſure Relief. 
You cannot fail ef being happy there, 
The Lake will be che Letbe of your Care: 
The scheme is for your Honour and your Eaſe! 
And Doctor, I promote it when you pleaſe, 
Mean while, allow ing Things below your Merit, 
Yet Door, you've a philoſophick Spirit; 
Your Wants are few, and, ltke your Income; ſmall, 
And you ve enough to gratify 'em all: 
You've Irees, and Fruits, and Roots enough in ſtore, 
And what would a Philoſopher have more ? 
You cannot Will: for Coaches, Kitchens, Cooks 
My Lord, I've not enough to buy me Books 
Or pray ſuppoſe my Wants were all ſupplied, 
Are there no Wants 1 fliould regard beſide 7 
Whos Breait is fo unman'd, as not to grieve, 
Compaſs d with Miſeries he can't relieve ? 
Who can be happ; who would with to live, 
And want the Godlive Happineſs to give? 
(That Im a Judge of this you muſk allow 
I had it once and I'm debarrd it now) 
Ask your own Heart, my Lord, if this be n 
Then how unbleſt am 1! how bleſt are you ! 
' Tis true —— but, Doctor, let us weave all that 
Say. if you had your Wiſh what you'd be av: 
Fxcuſt me, good my Lord won't be ſounded, 
Nor mai your Favour by my Wants be bounded, 
My Lord, | chalienge nothing as my Due, 
Nor is it nt ſhould preſcribe ro You. 
Tei this might * Syrmachus himſelf avow, 
(Whoſe rigid Rules are antiquated now) 
My Lord, Id with— to 79 pay the Debts Io e 
„d with delides———to build. and te to heſto uo, 


_—_— —— 


2 — 


* Sy mmachus Bijbop of Rome 4. D. 499 maae a 2 
that no Man ſhould ſollicie for Rccięfiaſtical Pevferment 
ore the Dearb o the Incumbents 
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